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Gustave Flaubert Letters

CCXLIX.    To GEORGE SAND

Monday evening, 3 February, 1873

Dear master,

Do I seem to have forgotten you and not to want to make
the journey to Nohant? Not at all! But, for the last month,
every time I go out, I am seized anew with the grippe which
gets worse each time. I cough abominably, and I ruin in-
numerable pocket-handkerchiefs! When will it be over?

I have sworn not to step beyond my doorsill till I am com-
pletely well again, and I am still awaiting the good will of the
members of the commission for the Bouilhet fountain! For
nearly two months, I have not been able to get together in
Rouen six citizens of Rouen! That is the way friends are!
Everything is difficult, the 4east undertaking demands great
efforts.

I am reading chemistry now (which I don't understand a
bit), and the Raspail theory of medicine, not to mention the
Potager moderne of Gressent and the Agriculture of Gasparin.
In this connection, Maurice would be very kind, to compile his
agronomical recollections, so that I may know what mistakes
he made and why he made them.

What sorts of information don't I need, for the book that I
am undertaking? I have come to Paris this winter with the
idea of collecting some; but if my horrible cold continues, my
stay here will be useless! Am I going to become like the
canon of Poitiers, of whom Montaigne speaks, who for thirty
years did not leave his room "because of his melancholic in-
firmity," but who, however, was very well "except for a cold
which had settled on his stomach." This is to tell you that I
am seeing very few people. Moreover whom could I see? The
war has opened many abysses.
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